MARCH

of blackberries there. The Thames flows between
two living banks.

As time goes on the pressure of the crowd at your
back increases so that, mysteriously, in spite of the
fact that you hold your ground with fierce resolve,
you begin to lose what little sight of the river you
at first possessed. But it is worth it. The crowd
is a joy. It is one of the most delicious crowds of
the year.

In front is a man who tells his girl that he knows
the Oxford cox. Next to him is a man wearing a
Southern Railway workman's coat. He has a
baby in his arms and owns a submerged wife some-
where to whom he shouts continuously. Sitting on
the parapet are two young girls, and next to them
a tidy old lady in black, who is wearing a pair of
white cotton gloves.

c Dare I ? 5 says the old lady when some one who
is with her pushes a cigarette case towards her.

' Oh, go on, mother !'

c Dare I ?' repeats the old lady, looking coy.
She pushes up her veil and does !

Suddenly the chatter stops. Down Putney way
they are cheering. The Barnes crowd takes it up.
Opposite, in Duke's Meadows, two clumsy barrels,
one a dark blue the other a light, are seen to move
upwards towards the mast from which they are
suspended.

' They've started !'

All eyes are glued to the barrels on the opposite
bank. The light blue barrel rises above the dark.
A perfect scream of delight comes from the crowd.
Three shop-girls, hand in hand on chairs, dance with

-

e Good old Cambridge !' they shout.
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